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mained witli two of my men, and worked at the interior
arrangements of our dwelling.

Thus passed a week, and each day the courage of my
band became more inflamed; they panted for action. We
were in want of meal: I determined to attack a farmer's
grange on the ensuing eve, and I resolved to head the
enterprise myself. I took with me Ulric and three others.
We arrived an hour before sunset at the devoted settlement;
it had been already well reconnoitred. Robberies in this
country were unknown; we had to encounter no precau-
tions. We passed the door of the granary, rifled it, stored
our cart, and escaped without a dog barking. We returned
two hours before midnight; and the excitement of this
evening I shall never forget. All were bursting with mad
enthusiasm ; I alone looked grave, as if everything de-
pended upon my mind. It was astonishing what an influ-
ence this assumption of seriousness, in the midst of theii
wild mirth, already exercised upon my companions. I was,
indeed, their chief; they placed in me unbounded con-
fidence, and almost viewed me as a being of another
order.

I sent off Pahlen the next day, in the disguise of a pedlar,
to a neighbouring village. The robbery was the topic of
general conversation; everybody was astounded, and no
one was suspected. I determined, however, not to hazard
in a hurry another enterprise in the neighbourhood. We
wanted nothing except wine. Our guns each day procured
us meat, and the farmer's meal was a plentiful source of
bread. Necessity developes much talent: already one of
our party was pronounced an excellent cook; and the last
fellow in the world we should ever have suspected put
an old oven into perfect order, and turned out an ingenious
mechanic.

It was necessary to make a diversion in a distant part of
the forest. I sent out my lieutenant with a strong party;